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known were given him as at first from her eyes, and he
knew her hair to be the golden veil through which he
beheld his dreams. Though her hands were joined, her
face was not lifted, hut set forward ; and though the
gaze was austere, yet her mouth was supreme in gentle-
ness. And as he looked, Chiaro's spirit appeared
abashed of its own intimate presence, and his lips
shook with the thrill of tears ; it seemed such a bitter
while till the spirit might be indeed alone.
She did not move closer towards him, but he felt her
to be as much with him as his breath. He was like one
who, scaling a great steepness, hears his own voice
echoed in some place much higher than he can see, and
the name of which is not known to him. As the woman
stood, her speech was with Chiaro : not, as it were,
from, her mouth or in his ears ; but distinctly between
them.
41 am an image, Chiaro, of thine own soul within
thee. See me, and know me as I am. Thou sayest that
fame has failed thee, and faith failed thee ; but because
at least thou hast not laid thy life unto riches, there-
fore, though thus late, I am suffered to come into thy
knowledge. Fame sufficed not, for that thou didst seek
fame : seek thine own conscience (not thy mind's con-
science, but thine heart's), and all shall approve and
suffice. For Fame, in noble soils, is a fruit of the Spring :
but not therefore should it be said : " Lo ! my garden
that I planted is barren : the crocus is here, but the lily
is dead in the dry ground, and shall not lift the earth
that covers it: therefore I will fling my garden together,
and give it unto the builders." Take heed rather that
thou trouble not the wise secret earth ; for in the mould
that thou throwest up shall the first tender growth lie
to waste ; which else had been strong in its season.
Yea, and even if the year fall past in all its months, and
the soil be indeed, to thee, peevish and incapable,
and though thou indeed gather all thy harvest, and it
suffice for others, and thou remain vest with emptiness;
and others drink of thy streams, and the drouth rasp
thy throat;—let it be enough that these have found

